THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
IL A Delight.
And now, the chrysalis of the debutante dissolves,
fades away, and the butterfly emerges. My simile is
not entirely adequate, for though the American
woman of twenty-five and onwards is bright and
radiant, she is by no means a mere butterfly.
Why this startling change? For startling it is. I
can remember, when I was in America about five
years ago, meeting debutantes who set my teeth on
edge by their loud voices, asphyxiated my intelli-
gence with their silly chatter, and maddened me by
their self-complacency. Many of those girls, in the
short space of five years, have grown into charming
young women. They have ceased to shout, they have
actually read a few books, and they no longer regard
themselves as the centre of the universe. What is the
explanation of this mystery?
The explanation is to be found in the fact that the
American husband is like a soldier who is admirable
in assault but is unable to conduct a lengthy siege.
During the first year or two of marriage he is
wearisomely adoring. Nothing can be too good for
his wife. And then, he cools off with unexampled
rapidity. He takes his eyes off his wife and fixes
them on his office. He takes his intelligence back
into his own hands and moulds it to the service of
his career. And very often, he takes his hat off the
rack and hangs it, at unconventional hours, in
some otter woman's hall*
,   I am generalizing from what I have seen. No man
caa do more. But I assure you that I have seen
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